A contract with the Luxfer Prism Co. of Chicago, I to be consulting
engineer for making prism-glass installations in office buildings through-
out the country, had enabled me to build the workroom—then I called it
a 'studio'—next to our little Oak Park dwelling-place.
An old willow tree still stood in the corridor connecting the house with
the big work-room. I had succeeded in making the roofs around the tree
trunks watertight in a manner that would permit the tree to grow, and
the great, sprawling old tree gave us a grateful coolness in the studio in
summer. I liked the golden green drooping above the amateurish build-
ings. If I could have covered the buildings all over with greenery, I would
have done so. They were so badly overdone.
Here, in this studio, I worked away with various boys and girls as
helpers and apprentices, to get the houses built that now stand around the
prairie and have influenced many of those built in North, Northwest,
Southwest, and West. And soon, owing to this proximity to the draught-
ing board, my own children were all running around with thumbtacks
in the soles of their shoes.
At last, my work was alongside my home, where it has been ever since.
I could work late and tumble into bed. Unable to sleep because of some
idea, I could get up, go downstairs to the 'studio' by way of the connect-
ing corridor, and work,
As I had regularly gone to and fro between Oak Park and my work with
Adler and Sullivan in Chicago, here at hand was the typical American
dwelling, the 'monogoria' of earlier days, standing about on the Chicago
prairie. That dwelling got there somehow and became typical. But by
any faith in nature, implicit or explicit, it did not belong there. I had seen
that far in the light of the conception of architecture as natural. And ideas
had naturally begun to come to me as to a more natural house. Each
house I built I longed for the chance to build another. And I soon got the
chance. I was not the only one sick of hypocrisy and hungry for reality
around there, I found.
What was the matter with the kind of house I found on the prairie?
—let me tell you in more detail.
Just for a beginning, let's say that house lied about everything. It had
no sense of Unity at all nor any such sense of space as should belong to a
free man among a free people in a free country. It was stuck up and stuck
on, however it might be done. Wherever it happened to be. To take any
one of those so-called 'homes' away would have improved the landscape,
and cleared the atmosphere. It was a box, too3 cut full of holes to let in
light and air, an especially ugly one to get in and out of. Or else it was a
clumsy gabled chunk of roofed masonry similarly treated. Otherwise
joinery reigned supreme; you know—'Carpenter and Joiner', it used to
read on the signs. Floors were the only part of the house left plain and the
housewife covered those with a tangled rug-collection, because otherwise
the floors were 'bare'—bare, I suppose, only because one could not veiy
well walk on jigsawing or turned spindles or plaster-ornament.
It is not too much to say that as an architect my lot in Oak Park was
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